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LAKE CHAMPLAIN. 



How strange the thing which we call Memory ! 
Not as the sands along the unquiet sea, 
Where idle wanderers on a summer's day 
Leave prints the wave incoming laves away ; — 
The living tablet on whose surface traced, 
Life's myriad records linger unefFaced ;^ 
Palimpsest manifold, confused yet cledir, 
Holding the long gone past forever here. 
Mysterious power ! to mortals kindly given, 
To bring life's morning radiance on to even, — 
Thou gift celestial ! tinge with morning hues, 
The evening fancies of an unskilled muse. 
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LAKE CHAMPLAIN. 



Fair Burlington ! I bring a song to thee, 

Thou lovely Naples of our Midland Sea ! 

I can not sing the unpoetic name 

Of thy Misenum, all unknown to fame ; 

No grotto opened in far days of yore, 

No Bai8B ruined crowns thy northern shore. 

On yonder headland, stretching far away 

To round the southern crescent of thy bay, 

No fair Sorrento rises from the sea, 

To share the fame of Tasso's minstrelsy ; 

No Pliny perished by the sheltered wave, 

Where thy proud steamers cradle find, and grave ; 

Thou hast no mountain gorged with lurid fire, 

Nor cities buried in its vengeful ire ; 

The Belvedere on Martino's height. 

With present beauty round the encircling sight. 

Evokes the memories of three thousand years 

Of life's gay sunshine, dashed with bitter tears. 

Thy charms are not historic, none thy claim, — 

Thy virgin beauty thy sufficient fame. 
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LAKE CHAMPLAIN. 9 

Creative fancy, poet's primal dower, 

The mind's ideals fabrics of her power, 

Confined within the realm of sensuous things, 

Flies through that realm on free and joyous wings. 

Fairest to find of earth, or sea, or sky. 

Which her celestial touch may beautify. 

Hither she comes in her far-reaching flight. 

And stops, arrested by the enamoring sight. 

From verdant base here Mansfield rises high. 

There White- Face, Marcy, pierce the western sky ; 

The lake of tremulous silver lies between, 

And hamlets, woodlands, meadows, fill the scene. 

Here peaceful labor cultivates the vale, 

Here prosperous commerce spreads the swelling sail, 

Here gentle manners social life refine. 

Here learning keeps her consecrated shrine. 

Here faith allegiant to one common Lord, 

Rears varying temples in divine accord, 

And charity, in gentle woman's guise, 

Brings home and healing to life's maladies. 

Thou city fair ! in summer verdure drest, 

Like maiden love, more hidden than confest ; 
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10 LAKE CHAMPLAIN. 

From out embowering trees thy mansions rise. 

Mid lawns that smile with bloom of Paradise. 

And where shall limning fancy find the power, 

To paint the beauty of thy sunset hour ? 

The traveller lingering on the Pincian heights, 

When all the west a golden glory lights, 

The eternal city in the grey below, 

Afar the darkening dome of Angelo, 

Hath seen no vision of Italian sky 

To hold with thine an equal rivalry. 

For broader far thy mountain-bounded west, 

From lofty Dix to Dannemora's crest, 

And broader far the vale where quiet sleep 

The waters which thy mountain-sentries keep. 

O matchless splendors ! never sung nor told, 

Now golden purple, now empurpled gold ! 

O'er mount and plain the heavens their tints diffuse, 

And tinge the waves with iridescent hues. 

And now, when slowly fades departing day. 

The moon, full-orbed, walks her celestial way, 

And bathing all things in her silver light, 

Prolongs the beauty through the slumbering night. 
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LAKE CHAMPLAIN. 

— Fair Burlington ! accept this song to thee, 
Thou lovely Naples of our Midland Sea ! 

II. 
I shift my theme, nor yet shall wander far, 
My song shall linger where my memories are. 
Dear Lake Champlain ! thou hast historic fame, — 
The world accords it in thy very name. 
Not English speech these savage wilds first heard, 
Not English prows that first these waters stirred ; 
Primeval forests cast their shadows dark. 
On dusky forms in craft of fragile bark. 
When first the pale face from the distant sea, 
Brought hither conquering cross, 3Xidfleur de lis. 
On frowning headlands rose the forts of France,-^ 
Around them villages, and song, and dance. 
Four generations came and passed away. 
Of treacherous peace or sanguinary fray, 
When hostile armies hostile flags unfurled. 
To wage the destiny of half the world. 
How flowed the Britons' blood, a ghastly tide, 
When leader blundered and his followers died ! 
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12 LAKE CHAMPLAIN. 

The vanquished in the battle gained the war,— 
And England's conquering banners streamed afar, 
From rugged rocks, washed by Atlantic waves, 
To fertile plains the Mississippi laves. 
O England proud! what splendors had'st thou known, 
If parliament perverse, and dogged throne. 
Had spread o'er regions conquered by thy might. 
Thine ancient rule of English common right ! 
Real perhaps thy poet's dream to-day — 
" The federation of the world " thy sway. 

III. 
All human passion hushed, sweet nature's calm, 
Like soothing harmony of evening psalm, 
Rests on these waters, and the silence breaks 
Only to strokes of peaceful woodman's axe. 
He comes to open vales where rivers flow 
That lend their beauty to our landscapes now, — 
To fringe with generous corn the forest hills, 
And feed his flock beside their shaded rills, — 
To give verge broader to his children's fate, 
And lay foundations of the rising State. 
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LAKE CHAMPLAIN. 13 

O victories of peace, of more renown 
Than bloody triumphs of victorious crown ! 



But as from storm comes elemental rest, 
So freedom comes to lofty souls opprest. 
Grim-visaged war stalks o'er these scenes again, 
The wage the vanished rights of Englishmen. 
Here echoed first the fight of Bunker Hill, 
When our rough hero of the conquering will, 
Mounting aloft Ticonderoga's height. 
Took spoil of century's strife in one brief night. 
How turned our fathers to this path of war. 
As eyes of mariners to polar star ! 
How rushed on winter's ice and summer's wave. 
To win their freedom, and their land to save ! 
Along this vale in triumph and retreat, 
What varying fortunes hostile armies meet. 
Till England's might, lured to its certain doom, 
Where it had empire found, found too its tomb ! 
O fair Republic of an hundred years. 
Crowned with the honor of the nations' cheers ! 
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14 LAKE CHAMPLAIN. 

Who sings thy natal hour in worthy song, 
Here in these northern wilds will linger long, 
And rock the cradle of thine infant sleep, 
Mid storms that o'er these placid waters sweep. 

IV. 

Fair lake ! why longer shall my song rehearse. 

Thine epic story in unpractised verse ? 

What boy that knows thee 'neath September's sun^ 

Knows not thy later fame at Plattsburgh won ? — 

How the proud Briton in rekindled wrath, 

Again comes sweeping down his ancient path, — 

On lake and land, with fleet and army comes, — 

With red flag flaunting and with rattlifig drums, — 

Comes — to the waters of the Saranac, 

And beaten turns his shattered remnant back, 

To meditate, in safe Canadian home. 

The prowess of McDonough and Macomb. 

V. 

Enough of war ! I part from gory themes. 
Sweet days long gone come back in memor 



in memory's dreams 



Digifized by CjOOQ IC 



LAKE CHAMPLAIN. 15. 

Like far-off music, in whose half-heard strain, 
* Are strangely mingled notes of joy and pain. 
Lake of our lakes — how long I've known thee well^ 
From Fiddler's Elbow to the swift Sorel ! 
Before proud Sherman walked the Franklin's deck. 
His empire ruling with a monarch's beck, 
Or Lathrop, youthful, and as woman fair, 
The Congress mastered with his gentle air. 
I knew thy wildness in thy winter moods, 
Thine ice-clad waters and thy leafless woods, 
Thy mountains in the lofty blue aglow 
With sunbeams dancing on their peaks of snow ; 
Thy fountains babbling in the quickening spring. 
When buds are bursting and the robins sing ; 
Thy fragrant summers wljen the days grow long. 
And merry bobolinks fill the air with song ; 
And following close the farmer's golden sheaves. 
Thy gorgeous vest of autumn-tinted leaves. 



Amid such scenes doth fancy on the wing 
Disport, and one of these most fair I sing : 
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i6 LAKE CHAMPLAIN. 

Thou Split Rock mount, uplift when earth was new, 

Ere Huxley's birds from Huxley's reptiles grew. 

In that dim eld torn with volcanic fire, 

Now still as breathings of ^olian lyre, — 

Gently declines thy southern slope away, 

A fringe of sheltering beauty to the Bay, 

Whose farther shore, in verdant terrace high. 

Still upward mounts to meet the bending sky. 

Thy name unseemly on a poet's tongue, 

Fair Bay ! thy beauty ne'er has poet sung ; 

Mountains begird thee, save where gates ajar 

Reveal the loftier peaks that gleam afar ; 

Thy slopes that catch the rays of earliest morn, 

Sweet groves and fields in various dress adorn. 

A village modest, stranger tpo to fame. 

Not better known were I to breathe its name. 

With shadowing trees and reverent spires, a queen 

Enthroned, completes the beauty of the scene. 

The idle traveller o'er the Capuan plain. 

Where baffled Carthage left her heroes slain, 

Sees dingy town on dingy mount perched high, 

'* How picturesque ! " exclaims, and passes by, — 
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LAKE CHAMPLAIN. 17 

Nor thinks within those walls how children play 

And hopes and fears make up life's common day. 

So stranger with the outer sense awake, 

Whom summer woos to pleasure on our lake, 

Gives to this vision one enraptured glance, 

The beauty owns, — and instant then, perchance, 

The dinner calls, or other scenes appear, — 

And all forgotten which he envied here ! 

Not stranger I. Into this vision fair, 

Of lake and land, and all-surrounding air, 

My soul in boyhood passed,— and every year 

My wandering steps return to worship here. 

For she " who taught my infant lips to pray," 

Her own a poet's eye, her life a lay 

Whose strains are echoing in my heart to-day. 

Looked on this scene^and trained my youthful mind, 

To thoughts of beauty in these forms enshrined. 

I watched the clouds on eastern summits borne. 

The liveried heralds of the coming mom ; 

I watched the gorgeous drapery of the west. 

The tired day robing for her nightly rest. 

And saw on all the over-arching blue, 

The gathering purple shift to violet hue, 
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i8 LAKE CHAMPLAIN. 

The Giant scarred, and Camel towering high, 
Upholders of the imperial canopy. 
And nature does not change, save only where 
Man's patient labor makes the fields more fair, 
Or spreading trees from slender saplings grown. 
Lend ampler beauty to the humble town : 
From eldest time the moon drops shimmering light. 
On tranquil lake, through all the livelong night, 
Or moon withdrawn, when distant stars seem near. 
Then Venus glows in depths of waters clear ; 
The fair Boquette flows murmuring o'er its bed, 
Through all the years by self-same fountains fed ; 
Tall Hurricane lifts up its glittering spire. 
As when new-molten in primeval fire, — 
And dark-browed Raven, o'er the vale below. 
Keeps watch as patient as the river's flow. 

scenes that never change, ye vales and hills. 
Ye mountain heights, and sweetly flowing rills, 

1 bring you back my heart as on that day, 
When life's stem duty summoned me away ! 
Thou lake so wondrous fair, whose waters lave 

The rock-bound shore that guards a mother's grave^ 
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LAKE CHAMPLAIN. 19. 

From all life's wanderings over land and sea, 
A boy's first love I bring unchanged to thee ! 

VI. 

Discursive memory, £ancy-guided, brings 

The themes your evanescent poet sings ; 

Let then the ending of his transient lay, 

Some story of our alma mater say. 

It was sweet June, — the calm, bright summer hours 

Were filled with fragrance of fresh-opened flowers, 

When first I looked upon our college halls — 

Of architecture doubtful — plain brick walls — 

With dome which Brunelleschi never planned, — 

A college modest, yet a college manned. 

Its chief, fashioned by nature's finest art, 

Bore brain of Plato with a woman's heart. 

Its students were a handful, and no more, 

And all, with one accord, by Coleridge swore. 

They loved by Coleridge; when their hearts did heave,. 

They sung, " Maid of my love, sweet Genevieve !" 

In smaller struggles of our college life. 

Some champions were of theologic strife, — 
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20 LAKECHAMPLAIN. 

Our youthful churchmen of succession true, 

And I of baptism of the primal hue. 

But war came sterner, bom of grave event, 

The count of doubtful vote for President ! 

For not to mortals then the secret given, 

To quench such strife by rule of eight to seven. 

Phi Sigma Nu ! thy brothers turned to foes, 

How shield smote shield and loud the clamor rose ! 

Gleamed through the storm-cast heavens far-darting 

fire, 
For gods embattled joined the earth-born ire. 
Night followed day, and day the night pursued, 
And still went on the inexorable feud. 
From startled town grave elders interfered; — 
When lo 1 amid the warring ranks appeared, 
With brow majestic, sire of gods and men, 
Olympian Jove — profanely called Prof. Ben — 
Shook his ambrosial locks, brandished his cane, 
** Disperse," exclaimed, " and in your tents remain !*' 
Peace instant came within those angered halls, 
As soft as moonlight on their outer walls ! 
Such power persuasive had the godlike word, 
O'er passion raging and blood-seeking sword. 
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LAKE CHAMPLAIN. 

And as of old to Ilium poet given. 

Made strife immortal as the stars of heaven, 

So poet ours, no Helen in his lay. 

Built lofty rhyme, memorial of the fray. 

Bard of Grand Isle ! long may his days increase. 

Poet, divine, and justice of the peace ! 

He me impaled in his half-century song, — 

To crown him Homer I my strain prolong. 

Dear college — small — yet hast thou honest fame ; 
Thou hast the honor of great Marsh's name ; 
Thy Torrey's learning was his country^s pride ; 
Thy generous culture, fast to faith allied, 
Taught as first lesson to ingenuous youth. 
Fearless to seek, and fearless own the truth. 
I well remember, one autumnal day, 
We sought some dark phenomena to weigh. 
Whose meaning reached quite far beyond the ken 
Which nature has vouchsafed to mortal men. 
The facts then should we hasten to deny, 
Because we found them wrapped in mystery ? 
" Young gentlemen," so was the lesson taught, 
In words with largest wealth of wisdom fraught — 
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22 LAKE CHAMPLAIN. 

I mar my verse to keep the phrase intact — 
^* 'Tis not philosophy to deny a fact !" 
O Truth, divinest harmony of chorded sounds. 
The music which the Eternal Throne surrounds! 
To know but nature is to touch one string, 
Though sweet the tone it can no music bring; 
To know than nature more to faith is given, 
And wakes on earth the harmonies of heaven. 
So were we taught in that calm, thoughtful age. 
Ere science had assumed its " modem " rage : 
Science was reverent then, content to find 
All force and order in the Eternal Mind ; 
Its aim to know the sway of changeless laws. 
Which guide all process from the Primal Cause. 
The " modem " chooses often to dispense 
With power outworking from Intelligence : 
Matter itself with laws and forces rife. 
Evolves all change, all progress, and all life. 
To please the sons of Gotham for an hour, 
John Gilpin takes a scientific tour ; 
Mounting afar his strangely-fashioned steed, 
He runs the dreary aeons with such speed, 
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LAKE CHAMPLAIN. 23 

That as the tripping, panting creature goes, 

To find relief it drops superfluous toes, — 

And so at last, for better or for worse, 

Becomes Tom Callender's familiar horse : 

And thus is built enormous inference new, 

That nought was made, but all, like Topsy, grew ! 

Ah, Gilpin, backward turn thy weary race. 

And farther lineage of thy courser trace ; — 

Still backward to the haze ethereal where 

All forms evanish into thinnest air. 

Then if this world from vapor be outburst. 

What Power impressed the force and order first ? 

Whence came the vapor, in whose potence lay 

The gorgeous cosmos we behold to-day ? 

^-et evolution be creation's mode. 

Not less does every line lead back to God; 

And Science has her clearer eyes to see. 

When first she equal owns Philosophy. 



An elder brother's harp, unused, half-strung. 
In dusty attic long forgotten hung, 
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24 LAKE CHAMPLAIN. 

At your command has yielded broken strain, 
And now goes back, ne'er to be struck again. 
Its notes like drops of ebbing rain fall slow, 
In fainter patterings as the minutes go ; 
Not as the angePs voice, which in the ear 
Of our first parent whispered, lingered there 
A charm divine, itself long hushed and gone; 
My song will leave no echo when 'tis done. 
Song of the heart at eventide, each strain 
Linked with some vanished hour by memory's chain,- 
'Tis ended now. We go our many ways. 
To fill with manly deeds the scholar's days ; 
Some life's hard hill-side climbing with the light, 
Some on its western slope, and near the night — 
All with one hope, one prayer in every breast. 
Forever be our alma mater blest ! 
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